VIRGIL

FROM Mantua's meadows to Imperial Rome

Came Virgil, with the wood-light in his eyes.

Browned by the suns that round his hillside home

Burned on the chestnuts and the ilices.

And these he left, and left the fallows where

The slow streams freshened many a bank of thyme,

To found a city in the Roman air,

And build the epic turrets in a rhyme.

But were the woodland deities forgot,

Pan, Sylvan, and the sister nymphs for whom

He poured his melody the fields along?

They gave him for his faith a happy lot:

The waving of the meadows in his song

And the spontaneous laurel at his tomb.
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